.
HOPE ON.
There was never a day so misty and
gray
That the blue was not somewhere above
it;
There is never a mountain-top ever so
bleak,

That some little flower does not love it.

There was never a night so dreary and
dark
That the

shining;
There is never a cloud so heavy and black
That it has not a silver lining.

stars were not somewhere

There is never a waiting time, weary and
long,
That will not sometime have an ending;
The most beautiful part of the landscape
is where
The sunshine and shadows are blending.

Into every life some shadows will fall,
But heaven sends the sunshine of love;
Through the rifts in the clouds we may,
if we will,
See the beautiful blue above.

Then let us hope on, though the way be
long
And the darkness be gathering fast,
For the turn in the road is a uttle way on
Where the home lights will greet us
at last.
—Morning Star.
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By EDGAR MORETTE.
Copyright, 189, by Frederick A. Stokes Co.
CHAPTER

Unconsciously Agnes had clung to
Sprague’s hand. Now, as the sense of
danger disappeared, she became
aware of what she was doing; and, in
sudden embarrassment, she with-
drew her hand from his reassuring
clasp.

The artist, recalling the object of
his visit, at once became grave and
formal.

“] am sorry to intrude upon you at
this unconventional hour, Miss Mur-
dock, but I found this letter in my
studio to-day. It was evidently
dropped by you yesterday; and,
thinking it might be important, I—"

“A letter? What letter?” asked
Agnes,. puzzled.

Sprague held out the sealed envel-
ope. The young girl tore it open and
cast a hurried glance at its contents.
Then suddenly understanding, she
tore the paper to shreds and threw
these angrily into the fire which
burned brightly in the large open
fireplace.

“QOh, that!” she exclaimed, con-
temptuowsly. And then after a pause:

“Do you mean to say you thought—"

She stopped short, seized by a sud-
den shymness.

“What else could I think?”
Sprague, softly.

He was watching the fragments of
paper as they flared upon the hearth.
The flame which consumed them
seemed to shed a radiant glow upon
his heart.

“Then,” he added, presently, and
still more softly, “if there is nothing
between you and—and him—perhaps—
perhaps I may hope—Miss Murdock—
Agnes—"

His hand sought hers and found it.

But the reaction had come at last,
and the brave girl who had been able
to control herself in the presence of
a threatening madman now gave way
to a fit of hysterical weeping.

Sprague, not being a medieal man,
could hardly have known what reme-
dies to employ in an emergency of this
kind. All he did was to whisper sooth-
ing words in the young girl's ear and
to kiss the tears from her eyes. But
apparently that was enough. Evident-
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said

ly for a layman he must have possessed |

considerable medical intuition; for,
after sobbing awhile upon his shoul-
der, Agnes quieted down gradually and
remained contentedly nestling in his
arms, while the artist, doubtless fear-
ful of a relapse, continued, for per-
haps an unnecessarily long time, to ply
the treatment whose effect had pro-
duced upon his patient so mari:ed, so
rapid, and so satisfactory a result.

The atterntion of the medicul profes-
sion is respectiully called to a treat-
ment which., though empirical, may
possibly possess specifie virtues.

CHAPTER XVL
‘"THE ROENTGEN RAYS.

*1 tell you, Sturgis, it is a wonderful
digeovery. 1 don't know what applica-
tions may ultimately be made of it in
other branches of scicnce, but 1 am
ennvineed that it is bound to cause a
revolution in surgical diagnosis,” said
Dy, Thurston, enthusiastically.

“Yes,” replied Sturgis, “I have no
doubt that Roentgen's rays will be of
great assistance to the surgeon in the
examination of features and in the lo-
cation of foreign bodies which eannot
ve reached by the probe.”

“As a proof of that, I must show you
a beautiful photograph which I have
just made. After leaving you on New
Year's morning, I found a patient
asleep in my office. He had been wait-
ing several hours. 1% was the usual
case¢ of a pistol in the hards of a fool
friend, who did not know it was load-
ed; and of course witk the usual result
-a bullet wound in my patient.”

Sturgis was listening in an absen*- !

minded way while his friend spoke.

“The wound was mnot severe; no
oones broken. The bullet had entered
she palm of the left hand and had
passed up into the forearm.”

A sudden light came into the report-
er's eyes; but he maintained his list-
less attitude.

“Well, sir, probe as I would, I was
unable to locate that bullet. At lastI
concluded to try the Roentgen rays,
and here is the result. It is as pretty a
shadow photograph as 1 have yet
teen,”

So saying, Dr. Thurston handed the
reporter a photograph, which the lat-
ter vstud‘ied carefully in silence.

“Notice how clearly you ean
peculiar fo w :
has been mw

“Yes,” replied Sturgis, “I was observ-
ing that. Have you a duplicate of this
that you ecan spare?”

“Yes; keep that oneif you wish.”

“Thank you; I am very glad to have
it. Did you succeed in extracting the
bullet ?”

“I have not tried yet. I had todevel-
en the photograph first.”

“Of course. When do you expect the
red-haired young man to return?”

“He promised to come back yester-
day, but he failed to do so,” replied
Dr. Thurston. Then, suddenly:

“But who said anything about his
being young or red-haired?”

“Not you, certainly, old man,” re-
plied Sturgis, smiling. “Don’t worry;
you have not voluntarily betrayed any
professional secret. But, for all that,
Yyour patient is wanted by the police.
He was bound to fall inte their hands
before long. The only effect of this
discovery will be to hasten the denoue-
ment. 1had traced him to your house,
and I knew how he was wounded; so
that I recognized him as soon as you
mentioned his case.”

“Who is he?” asked Thurston. “Iam
sure I have seen him somewhere before,
but I cannot remember where.”

Whereupon the reporter related the
story of Chatham's connection with
the Knickerbocker bank case.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE QUARRY.

Haif an hour later Sturgis was walk-
ing briskly down Broadway, with his
usual air of absent-minded concentra-
tion. Presently he turned into a side
street and at once slackened his pace.
He now sauntered along like a lounger
at a loss how to kill a long, idle day.
The show window of a bric-a-brac shop
arrested his attention. He stopped to
examine its contents. ‘

A little farther up the street was a
liquor saloon, out&ide of which stood
a group of boisterous young rowdies.
An older man, evidently in his cups,
was seated on an adjoining stoop,
where, withmaudlin gravity, he seemed
to be communing with himself.

On the opposite side of the way stood
a low, dilapidated brick house. A
painted sign over the windows of the
ground floor bore the name: *“MAN-
HATTAN CHEMICAL CO.”

The drunken man rose unsteadily tc
his feet and approached Sturgis with
outstretched hand.

“Say, Jimmy, get on ter his nibs
strikin’ de bloke fur a nickel ter git
med’cine fur his sick mudder!” ex-
claimed one of the young ruflians.

The wretched-looking individual thus
designated seemed hardly able to stand
as he steadied himself against an iron
railing; but the eyes he turned upon
Sturgis were bright with intelligence
and the words he spoke were uttered in
a low, firm voiee:

“ile’s been here—been here twice.”

“Twice?” echoed Sturgis, surprised.
“Where is he now?”

“I don’t know—"

“You don’t know?”

“No, sir; but I guess Conklin does.
This is how it was: It was my watch
yesterday afternoon, when Chatham
came the first time. He went into the
Manhattan company’s place through
the basement at a quarter after five.
So I just settled myself out here and
waited. Well, I waited and waited, but
there wasn’t any sign of Chatham, and
when Flagler came along to relieve me
at ten o’clock Chatham hadn’t come
out yet. Tlagler he spotted the place
until six this morning, and then Conk-
lin took his turn again until two
o’clock, when I came on for my watch.
Just as Conklin was telling me how
things stood, who should come down
the street but Chatham himself, large
as life.”

“Down the street?” exclaimed Stur-
gis.

“Yes, sir. And up he goes, as if noth-
ing had happened, and into the Man-
hattan Chemical company’s place
again.”

“He had put up the back-door game
on you,” said the reperter.

“Yes, sir; just what I said to Conk-
lin. So, quick as a wink, I sent him
arcund the block to kecp his eye
peeled on the next street. and I waited
here. And here I’ve been ever since.
1f Conklin isn’t on the block above, it
must be because Chatham has made
tracks again, and he after him.”

“I’ll go and find out,” said Sturgis.
“Has anyone else called at the Man-
hattan Chemical compan:’'= cfiice since
you have been on watch?”

*No, sir; but a couple of hours ago
an express wagon came along and de-
livered a long wooden box; might have
been chemicals for the wholesale de-
partment, for it was lowered to the cel-
lar by the hoist in the areaway. The
blond young man receipted for the
box.”

“YVery well, Shrady. Hang on alittle
while longer, and I shall have you re-
lieved just as soon as 1 possibly ean.”

So saying, the.reporter, who had
been pretending to look through his
pockets for a coin, ostentatiously
slipped a nickel into the outstretched
palm before him. The light se€med to
die out of the sharp eyes of the deteet-
ive, and it was the miserable drunkard
who staggered back to his place on the
stoop nex* 4o the station, unmindful of
<12 gibes of the young rowdies congre-
gated there.

Sturgis walked up to the next street,
where he found « =ond detective on
duty.

“Anything new, Conklin?” he asked.

“No, sir; he’s been lying ow; looks
like he knew he was spotted this
time.”

“Good. Stay here until I can notify
the police that we have run down the
quarry. It will be neeessary to obtain
a search warrant for the Manhattan
Chemical company’s place. In the
meantime, if Chatham should attempt
to make tracks, hang on to him like

Sturgis’ attentios

-

tective was watching and ear :
spected every house on the bloek. Al-
most all were huge office buildings; but
here and there an old-fashioned brown-
stone front stood out conspicuously
against the broad expanse of brick
walls and iron columns. Half-way
down the street one of these old houses
stood well back from the street line
behind a small garden. The reporter
stood near this and read the numbers
on the adjoining huildings.

“This is directly Yack of the Man-

hattan Chemical commpany’s office,” he
mused. “I wonder who lives here. It
looks like a respectable place enough.
One could obtain a good view of the
rear of the Manhattan Chemical com-
pany’'s office from the back windows.
H'm—"

He stood thoughtfully considering
what pretext he could use to gain ad-
mission to the house. when suddenly
he became aware of the presence of
a man who had approached with
noiseless steps.

“Ah, is that you, Mr. Sturgis?” said
the calm, sardonical voice of Dr. Mur-
dock.

The reporter started inwardly, but
gave no outward sign of surprise.

“Were you about to do me the honor

of calling?” continued the chmeist.

“Yes,” said Sturgis, deliberately;
“I was about to seek an interview

with you. Can you spare a few min-
utes?”

“Who is it that asks for the inter-
view?” inquired Murdock, with quiet
sarcasm. “Is it Mr. Sturgis, gentle-
man; Mr. Sturgis. reporter, or 4

Sturgis met a cold gleam from Mur-
dock’s inserutable eyes.

“Or Mr. Sturgis. the famous de-
tective?” continued the chemist with
an imperceptible sneer.

“I represent the Tempest,” replied
the reporter, quietly.

Murdock glanced carelessly up and
down the street. There was no one
in sight.

“Oh! very well,” he said, taking out
his latchkey and leading the way to
the house; “come into my study and
let me hear what I can do for the
Tempest.”

On entering the house Murdock mo-
tioned Sturgis to the door leading
from the hall into the drawing-room.

“If you will step into the parlor for
a few minutes. I shall be with you di-
rectly.” said he.

Sturgis nodded acquiescence, and
while Murdock walked toward his
study, which was at the extreme rear
of the hall, the reporter opened the
drawing-room door. He did not open
it very wide, however, neither did he
enter; for although the room was
rather dark, his quick eye caught a
passing glimpse of a feminine head
cozily nestled upon a distinctly mas-
culine shoulder, the owner of which
had his back turned to him. Bach-
elor cynic though he was, Sturgis had
not the heart to interrupt so inter-
esting a situation; and, as the couple
were so absorbed that they had not
noticed the intrusion upon their tete-
a-tete, he discreetly retreated and
softly closed the door.

By this time Murdock had passed
into his study, so that Sturgis found
himself alone in the hall. He was
glad of a short respite during which
he might collect his thoughts; for,
having been taken by surprise, hé had
not had time to select a plausible
topie for the interview which he had
solicited from Murdock. Not know-
ing that the house was that of the
chemist, his sole object had been to
gain admittance, so that he might be
able to ol =erve the Manhattan Chem-
ical comp...y's offices from the rear,
and if possible to ascertain how Chat-
ham had managed to give the detec-
tives the sl'p the first time he ap-
peared to them.

Now that he was in the house the
reporter was confronted with the ne-
cessity of explaining his presence
there without betraying his true pur-
pose. This would not have been a
difficult matter had the inmates of
the house been total strangers; but
he felt that it would be by no means
so easy to offer an explanation which
would be satisfactory to a man of
Murdock’s keen perception. And Mur-
dock was the last person to whom he
would have confided the true reason
of"his visit; not only because the
chemist, as his opponent in the wager
concerning the Knickerbocker bank
mystery, was interested in thwarting
rather than in aiding his investiga-
tion, but chiefly Dbecause he felt a
strong instinctive distrust of the man.

As these thoughts were passing
through the reporter’s mind, he slow-
ly paced the long hall, back and
forth, with his hands behind his back.
In so doing. he passed a door which
was slightly ajar and ecaught a
glimpse of long rows of bookshelves

loaded with beautifully bound edi-
tions. The place was evidently the
library. It occurred to him that a

library is a public room and that he
would be more comfortable in there
than in the hall.

He pushed open the door and looked
in. The room was empty. He en-
tered. .

The library occupied a space be-
tween the parlor and the rear room
into which Murdoek had entered, and
it was separated from each of these
rooms by folding-doors over which
hung heavy portieres.

Sturgis was a lover of books; his
interest was at once aroused in the
eolleetion before him. It was ad-

mirably selected from the standpoint

of a philosopher and a man of sei-
ence. Every department of history,
of philosophy and of scienee had its
section in which the yolumes were
classified and arranged with intelli-
gent care. But curiously enough, po-
etry and art were but meagerly rep-

resented.
One seetion

o (he
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the psychology of ecrime, as well xa
the biographies of all the noted crim-
inals of ancient and modern times,
were completely represented. Almost
the only works of fiction in the col-
lection were in this section, and in-
cluded every book imaginable con-
cerning criminals and their deed}.
Many rare and curious volumes were
there—some of them so rare that they
could be found in oanly a fow of the
great libraries of the world.

Here Sturgis was in his element.
He had himself collected a valuable
library on the subjects kindred to his
profession; but here were books many
of which none but a Croesus could
ever hope to own. He was soon ab-
sorbed in an examination of some rare
volumes which he® had often longed
to possess.

While thus engaged he became
aware of the murmur of voices from
the rear room. As the words spoken
could not be distinguished, he paid no
special attention to them; but, ins
stinctively, he noted that one of the
voices flowed in the calm, even tones
so characteristic of Murdock’s speeck,
while the other, whose timbre and
modulations were unknown to him,
betrayed the repressed excitement of
the speaker.

It soon became evident that Mur-
dock’s interlocutor was fast losing
control of himself; for he gradually
pitched his voice in a higher key, un-
til occasional words began to reach
Sturgis’ ears. The reporter was not
the man to wantonly play the parx
of eavesdropper; therefore, although
the isolated words which reached him
brought no connected sense, he
judged that it was time to move out
of earshot of the conversation to
which he was becoming an involun-
tary listener. Replacing upon its
shelf the book which he had been ex-
amining, he started toward the hall
door. As he did so, he heard the
now thoroughly excited individual ex-
claim in loud tones:

“I don’t care a damn for the money.
I only went into the scheme because
you promised she’d have me; and, by
God, if I don't get her, T'll give the
whole cursed thing away.”

Sturgjs, who had reached the hall
door, pricked up h!s detective’s ears
at these words. But in another see-
ond he hesrd the knobs of the fold-
ing doors rattle, as though some ore
had placed his hands upon them.

Quick as thought he opened the
door and glided out into the hallway.
He had not time to pull the door
quite to behind him when the folding
doors opened and he heard Murdocl:
say in his calm. frigid tones:

“Perhaps you have done that al-
ready with your dulcet voice.”

Had Murdock secn him? The re-
porter asked himself the question.
Probably not; for he heard the fold-
ing doors close once more.

[To Be Continued.]

HETTY GREEN’S GREAT RICHES

It Took Two Years for Her to View
the Properties on Which She
Had Mortgages.

“Hetty Green’s wealth consists large-
ly of government bonds, railread
stocks and mortgages,” writes Leigh
Mitchell Hodges of “The Richest Wom-
an in America,” in Ladies’ Home Jour-
nal.
government bonds since the finances
of the nation have become polluted
with politics. Good mortgages of any
kind are now her favorite form of in-
vestment. If all the mortgages she
holds were foreclosed to-morrow, 28
churches of various denominations, in
almost as many states, would become
hers, and four cemeteries would : be
added to her real estate. Besides these
there would be blocks of great busi-
ness buildings and splendid eity houses,
theaters, livery stables and hotels,
country residences, farms and ranches,
factory buildings and thousands of
acres of valuable land in all parts of
the country. Several years ago sle
made a tour of inspection of all the
property on which she held mortgages.
She spent two years traveling and
stayed at 40 hotels in as many cities.
Since then she has added largely to her
holdings of this kind. The most con~
servative estimates place Mrs. Green’s
wealth at $60,000,000, but it is probably
more. She herself won't discuss the
matter, except to say that it is over-
stated.”

Compatibility.

The wife of a Memphis gentleman
asked him the other day to explain tc
her the meaning of the phrase, “in
compatibility of temper.”

“It refers to a man’s wife growling
at him when he comes home at three
a. m.”

“Indeed!” she said, “then I suppose
compatability of temper has reference
to the kiss he ‘will get if he comes
home at.the proper hour.”—Memphig
Scimitar.

Realistie.
Cooper—Hello, Rowland! Back from
the southwest? How'd you come out

with “Uncle Tom's vabin?” g
Rowland—Too blamed hot down
there for such a show. Why, man

in one Texas town the people were
so frantic ror something to cool their
parched throats that they actually
charged the stage and carried away
the ice we had for 'Liza to eseape on
—Buffalo Commercial.

No Trouble,

Mistress—I think you wiil prove sat-
isfactory. But I cannot engage you
until T have consulted with my hus-
band.

Maid—Oh, that's all right. I always
get on perfectly with the men.—N. Y.
World.

i Senseless Pride.
~ Mother—What?
it fellow Ginsling?

;Ie’a a
T Ml

“She says she is not so fond of

Going to marry

Special Law

Crescent via C:zcinnati, to
Chautauqua,
Put-In-Bay,

s

eteskay.
A Naw Ticket
schedules

perfect track. *‘‘No smoke,

Mitchell, D, P. A., Chattanooga,
W.J. MURPHY, General Manager,
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Nicgaua Falis,

CixciN

The Queen & Crescent

Route forms clozc connection at Cincinnati with the great
lines—Pennsylvania Lires, G. R. & 1., Big 4 Route, C. H. & D.,
C. & O. and Erie railways, handling throu
to all summer resorts cf the 2Tc-th.

Cocursica Rates

Are now in effect daily £2om 2ll noints Scuth over the Queen &

izclzinac

cad all other summes »esiing places on

Mountain, Lake and Scashore

- -

to Mackinac.
You can buy a ticket to Muackinac now, at excursion rates, that will take

you to Chicago, thence L;” tae r~lacal steamer Maniton to Mackinac, re-

turning via D. & C. steamc: to “Tu.cdo or Detrcitand C. H. & D. Ry. to

Cincinnati (or the reverse.) .. “-e- su:nmer trip was never offered.

The famous resorts of the South are alzo open now. The sea- g
son at Rock Castle Springs, Ky., Cumberland Falls, Ky.and Rhea |
Springs, Tenn., promises to be the most successful ever known.

Queen & Crescent trains are palaces of travel. Through Pullmen sleepers daily from
all southern cities. Parlor, observation and chair cars irom Chattenooga, Ro:
Attalla on day trains. Free reclining chairs from Chatianoo,
, Do dust, no cinders.””

ga traffic expeditiously

Trcueand Islands,

ga on night trains. Fast

Send for free information as to summer resorts and Queen & Crescent service to O. L.
, Tenn., or call upon your ticket agent.

!;W:rﬁ. RINEARSON, Gen'l Passenger Agent.
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B. F. MONDAY.
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Curb stone, gutter

Cement, &e.
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merves and aid digestion.”

THE ART STONEWORK CO.
B. F. MONDAY, Manager.

Layers of Cement Work, Artificial Stone Side-
Plain Flagging, Slaughter-house,
Ice-house and Cellars.
All kinds of drainage pipe laid, Carriage Steps,
Cistern tops, lawn work and pavements a specialty.

flagging, drip, step stones, fire-
places, etc. Dealer in English, German and Portland

Address B. F. MONDAY, Paris, Ky.
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J. F. MONDAY.

01d smokers say ‘DAVIS’ SELEBET’ “are the best nickel Cigars that can be built for the
money.” ‘‘The smoke that satisfies.” *“The embodiment of perfection.” ‘ They steady the-
“Can’t tell them from a 10 cent cigar,” etc.

This popular Cigar nowonsaleatG.S. VARDEN ‘ u |
CO.’S and JAMES FEE & SON'’S. i

CEECEECECECEECELCEFRCECEEEREE

A NEW TRAIN WEST
The “St. Louis Limited”

VIA
‘ TO
TEXAS,
KANSAS,
and MISSOURI

Leave Cincinnati. . . .12.20 noon.
Arrive Indianapolis. . 3.25 p. ;.
Arrive St. Lozuis. . . .. 9.45 p. m.

PARLOR CARS.
MODERN COACHES.
DINING CARS.

Ask for Tickets via Big Four Route.

WARREN J. LYNCH,
Genl. Pass. & Tkt Agt.

W. P.DEPPE, A. G.P. & T. Agt.
J. E. REEVES, Genl. Southern Agent.

—

Cincinnaﬁ.o.v
P. A., Chattanooga.

C.C. CLARK, T.

“WINGHESTE

Factory Loaded Shotgun Shells.

“LEADER” and “REPEATER” loaded with Smokeless
powder and “NEW RiIvVAL” loaded with Black powder.
Superior to all other brands for

UNIFORMITY, RELIABILITY AND

STRONG SHOOTING QUALITIES.

Winchester Shells are for sale by all dealers. Insist upon §
having them when you buy and you will get the best.
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Dyspepsia

Digests what you ea:.
Itartificially digests thefood ané ai¥s

ant and tonic. No other
Dyspepsta, Indigestio
Fi’;t.ulence, Sou%t.on?ﬁc
Sick Headache,Gast:
ali otherresultsof im 3
Prepared by E. C. DeWitt &

My agency insures

fire, wind and storm—best ol r
liable, prompt paying ¢

nies—non-union.

Nature in strengthening and r-con
structing the exhausted digestive ay
gans. It is the latest discovered
Te tion

can approach it in emcie’x’:cy% ins
stantly relieves and permanently ¢ res
AIM ‘kl‘!:z‘
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Cure
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